Midnight

Instantly he started up. cc Is Rusco in pain ? "
he said, and a new premonition of danger
clutched at his heart.

"Nay," said Lady Rusco in a whisper.
"Nay, not Rusco. He sleeps peaceful and
serene as any child. But it is I who suffer,"

Seating herself on one of the chairs near the
hearth, she drew her cloak more closely round
her.

David asked no questions, but he heaped
pine logs on the fire, trimmed a guttering
candle, and waited till she spoke.

" Be land," she said; " do not look so cold
and far-away. It cannot be that you, who have
brought health and healing to the meanest, will
be harsh to me."

David could see no trace in her of any ill-
ness ; yet the note of anguish in her voice was
unmistakable.

" Alas," she said, " I know not how to put
in words what troubles me. The days are
dreary and the nights are horror-haunted.
To-night I have outrun the boundary of
endurance."

David was perturbed. " You know well,"
he said, " that if your trouble can be eased by
human comfort, you may command me always."

" How can I tell you what it is," she whis-

fered," how dare I tell you ?  If I told you all,
think that I should die of shame; yet why
should I be ashamed to speak what I take no
shame to feel ? "